To the Memory, of the Incomparable 


SIR DO: R Al V ISAY | 


Provoſt of Edinbmeh, DC to His Maj jefly, Lak al the + 5 Gr. Who — i 
this Life, January 17-1688, { 


4 FUNERAL ELEGIE. 


S to divide the Winds that diſagree, Hie Calo'd all Quarrells, Vanquiſht every Spite, 


When in Tempeſtuous Storms they mingled be, And made each Enemie His proſelyte. 
And lay their Stern Encounters ſo aſleep, More than ten years, which ſpoke His high Renown, 


| That they may whiſper Maſick to the Deep, He was the Angel-Guardian of the Town, 
Impoſſible to us it is; no leſs, Where he made void the Poets ſad Regrate. 
Thy Praiſes, or our Griets, ate to expreſs, Of juſt Aſtreas long bewail d Retteat, 


Great Abbotf. Hall! Thy worth they only know, His every Act that Opprobrie cancell d. 
Who are above, when we do mourn below, Aa Him ſhe ſpoke, in Him ſhe Breath'd, and Dwell'd. 


By Intellect and Love, Ve converſe there, Me may affirm it ſince our Saviours Birth, 
Things baniſhed our muddie Hemiſphere. He was. Her trueſt Deputie on Earth, 
Soul- wounding- grief, and wonder, are the two, What ever Sentence from his Lips did fall, 
Sole Legacies, Thou leaves us here below. His Prudence made it ſtill Rhetorical, 
And could not Thou have ſtayed with us a while, When this whole Island F loated in a Sea. 
'Till Thou had ſeen a fully purged lle, Of Diſobedience, and Diſloyaltie, 
Thou Edinburgbs Glory, Pleaſure of our eyes He by his Wildom all theſe Syrens paſt, 
Yet bleſt be God, it is with no ſurpriſe, Being pinioned unto the Loyal Maſt, 
Alchough our woeful Comfort who can ſmoother, His Goodneſs, and his Wiſdom, was ſo Great, 
Is only this, we ll ne're loſſe ſuch another. He Equally both Knaves, and Fools, did Hate. 
And this compleatsour Tragedie, beyond If. what we Great or Generous Eſteem, 
This, Fate can hardly give a gteater wound, Exemption from the Grave could juſtly claim, 


Our Nation's Bankrupt grown, all men may ſee, 
Beyond the hopes of a Recoverie. 
When Gallantry and Juſtice have their Fall, 
In Collington and Generous Abbotſ-Hall, 
For we could ſay, while they were both alive, 
The Kingdoms Honour could all Storms ſurvive, 
Never did active Soul of Sacred Birth, 
Inform a more Celeſtial piece of Earth, 

Than Abbets- Hall, who ſcarce has left behind, 
A Subject, of a more Majeſtick Mind. 
How did He all our angry Broiles appeaſe, 
And with His own Unreſt, procure our Eaſe, 
He car d nat what Turmoils poſſeſt His Breaſt, 
So that the Town from Tumults, was at reſt, 
For alwayes like a Monarch, He did Reiga, 
Above dull-piti'd Envie, or Diſdain. 

Vet never did He to Preferment riſe 

"7 mw or Brides, or ſuch baſe Simone. 


a. 
* 


He had (could now Fates Rigour be abated) 


With Exoch and Elias been tranſlated, 
And yet though Death diſſolved hath His: Frame, 


He'l E ina laſting Fame; 
If Generoſity from Death could ſave, 


' Great Abbotſc Hall He had eſcapt theGrave] 


But now being Heavens Inhabitant, and Gueſt, 


He unmixt Sweets enjoyes amongſt the Bleſt. | 


Yet may His Fame on Earth, till time ſhal die, 
. 


Yeeld-untanothing, but Eternitie. 


o «nima emigra, Chri ſto moriente quid horres? 
Fivam [eu Moriar, Sanguine vivo Dei. 


Tranſitus è vivis, Vite welioris Origo elt, 


Aut potius Fite mors ca Principium. 


